


The Tragedieef 

To fcarlet indignation, and bedeaw 

Her paftors gratte with faithfull Englifii blood. 

North. TheKing of Heauen forbid, our Lordthekino 
Should fo withciuiU and vnciuillarmcs 
Beruiht vpon* Thy thrife noble Coofin, 

Harry Bulhngbrooke doth humbly kilfe thy hand. 

And by the honourable Tombe he fweares, 

That hands vpon your royall Grandfires bones, 

And by the Royalties of both your bloods 
Currents that fpringfrom one mod gracious head, 
And by the buried hand of Warlike Gaunt, 

And by the worth and honour of himfelfe. 

Comprising all tnat may be fvvorne or faid, 

His comming hither hath no further fcope. 

Then for his lineall Royalties, and to begge 
Infranchifement immediate on his knees, 

Which on thy Royall partie graunted once. 

His glittering Armes he will commend to ruft, 

His barbed Steeds to Stables, and his heart 
Tofaithfullferuiceof your Maieftie. 

This fweares he, asheisa Prince iuft : 

And as I am a Gentleman, I credit him. 

King, Northumberland, fay thus ; the King returncs 
Hrsaoble Coofin is right welcome hither, 

Ancfall the number of his faire demaunds 
Shall be accompliftitwithout contradiction, 

With all the gracious vtterancc thou haft ; 

Speake to his gentle hearing kind commends : 

Wedoc debafe ourfelues ( Coofin)doweenot ? 

T o looke fo poorely, and to fpeake fo faire l 
Shall we call backe Northumberland, and fend 
Defiance to the Traitour, and fo die ? 

Aum. No good my Lord, lets fight with gentle words, 
Till time lend friends, and friends their helpfuilfwords. 

King. Oh God, oh God that ere this tongue of mine, 
That laid the fentence of dread banifhment 
On you proud man, fhould take it off againe, 

With words of footh ! Oh that I were as great. 
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Richard the Second. 

A* is my ghefe, or letter then my name J < 

Or that 1 could forget what I haue been 1 1 
Ornotrememberwhatlmuftbe now* 

Swell'll thou (proud heart, ) lie giuc thee fcope to beat. 
Since foes haue fcope td beat both thee and nice, 

Aum. Northumberland comes backe from Bullingbrooke* 
Kmg. What muft the King do now ? muft he lubmit ? 
The King fhall do it : Mu ft he be depofde i :,!• • 

The King fhall be contented : Muft he loofe 
The name of a King? a Gods name let it goes V . x 
He giue my j ewcls fora fet ofBeades : 
MygorgeousPallace,for aHermitagc: 

My gay Apparell, for an Almef-mans Gawne: 

My figurde Goblets, for a difti of Wood : 

My Scepter, for a Palmers walking Staff’e: 

My Subiefts, for a payreofearued Saints: 7*. i. 

And my large Kingdome, for a little Craue; 

Alittlelittle Graue, an obfcureGrauc^ * 

Or, ile be buried in the Kings hie way, 

Some way ofcommon trade, where fubiedts feete , ■ 

May hourely trample on their Soueraignes liead 
for on my heart they tread now whilft 1 liuc .• 

And buried once, why not vpon my head ? 

Awnerle, thou wcepeft (my tender-hearted Coofin) 
Weele make fouJe weather withdefpifed jteares j 
Ourfighes,and they, (halljodgc the fummer cojmp» a , z j 
Apd make a dearth in this reuoltingland : 

Or (hall wc play the wantons with' pur woes, ; „ 

And makefome pretty match with (heading teares, 

And thus to drop them (U1 vpon one place, 

Till they haue fretted vs a paire of Graues 
'Vithin the earth : and therein layde $ their Res 
Two kinfmendig’d their Graues with weeping eyes? 
Would not this ill doe well ? well well Idee, 

I talkc but idlely, and you laugh at cnee. 

Mod mighty Prince, my Lord Northumberland, 

What fayes King Bullingbrooke , will his JVlaicftie v ^ 

GnxtRichardlezue toliuetill Richarddiei 


G 


y 


